THE BOYS OF THE OLD BRIGADE
France. After that he was to be sent to a soft ioh
from the "pool5; but, on hearing men were corning;
to us, he saw the commandant of the camp at the
base and Insisted on being sent up!
"You'll have to have a good weed out,' he says;
'many of the men are physically unfit, but many
only fancy themselves ill; If you keep on combing
out you will get a good brigade In the end,'
'What are your officers like?* I asL "Oh, some
seem good, but I shall have to get rid of a lot,' he
answers. 'What battalion have you got?* I ask,
'I don't think It has a number yet/ he answers;
*but it belongs to the Inniskilling Fusiliers/ "Where
are they?' I ask. *Oh? they can't march yet/ he
laughingly replies. 'They, and the other two
battalions, the East Lanes and North Staffs, are strung
out along the road for four miles - that*s why Fm
here! You'll have to weed out at once, get more*
weed them out, and so on: there are plenty of
quite fit men at the base: It's only a question of
combing.9
I see the regimental doctors and tell them what
I want. They comb out about fifty per cent, of the
old fellows whom they consider beyond hope of
physical redemption. After repeating this perform-
ance with fresh drafts, we at length have three
battalions and a trench-mortar batter}' which I
consider will be capable of being mesmerised out of
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